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T O 


Fleetwood Sheppard Elq 


SIR, 


Need not here the Servile Path purſue, 
[ By doing what moſt Dedicators do; 

Lay out their La s Vertucs on a Stall, 

Like Pedlars Ware, to pleaſe the (ond withal, 
And be deſpis'd by the Fudiciou Eye, 
Which does ” * and loat h, and paſs regardleſs by : 
Your Merit ſpeaks itſelf ; A Poet's Care 
I lofty 2 — be ſaperſluou there: 
What need that Man in a Fool's Coat be ſhown, 
That has one very graceful of his own ? 
I wave that Snbj 7 then, your gen'rous Mind, 
Wit, Jud ment, 2 onverſe, and what elſe we find, 
Ho Lov 4 Aamir d, — Courted by Mankind, \ 
And humbly at your Feet this worthleſs Tribute lay, 
| owe You much, and bluſh I can ſo little pay. 


Sir, J am, &c. 
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I. 
ER Poets when they uadertake 
A Glorious lofry Theme, 
That does ſome Heroe's worth immortal make, 
And fix it in the foremoſt rank of Fame, 
So firm, tis hard to (ay, if Fate 
Or that will bear the longer Date; 
H they invoke ſome God to be 
Propitious, and infuſe 
Life, Spirit, Warmth, and Vigor in the Muſe, 
That 


1 
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That through the whole may brightly ſhine, 
And ſhew they're guided by a hand Divine ; 
What Power, What Deity, 
You learn'd Nh, \Þ 7 W 
Muſt be involtt bye! — — 
Tis Va, great Souls, tis Tow, 
That are my Theme muſt aid me too: 
If your Aſſiſtance does my Labour bleſs, 
I ſhall not doubt Succeſs ; 
For while I write to Men, 
That are themſelyes ſich Maſters of the Pe 
Solid, Judicious, Wife, 
That ſearch the dark Retreats where Error lies, 
And pluck off the Diſguiſe ; 
While ſuch I praiſe, Shame, if not Skill, 
Will my Deſire fulkl ; 
'Tis hard on ſuch a Sbje& to write ill. 


IL 


No tedious ways y ave taken, no Meander's trac'd 3 
Well knowing, chey 
That will be obſtinate and go aſtray, 
And leave the Eaſie for a Rugged way, 


Are but the more remarkably diſgrac'd, 
As ſome dull Chymiſts wich much toil and pain, 
Labour of Body and of Rraio, | 
Wear out their wretched Days, 
In ſolid Poverty and empty. Praile 3 
And all to find (ſuch Notions do they (tart,) 
What neicher js ju Notare nor io Aft 
In vain they ſtrive that patbleſs Rock t explore, 
Where they have ſeen ſo many ſplit before, 
And loſt on that inhoſpitable Shove. 
Caſtles they Rill build in che A; 
Rape with the Bliſs 
They ſhall paſſes | 
In their new Golden Worlds, the Lord knows where! 
But after all we (ce, 
(In ſpite of their Stupidicy,) 
When theit whole Life is in expectance paſt, 
Drill'd on by hope, and flatter'd to the laſt, 
Inſtead of the fam'd Stone of which they're proud, 
That Geugaw in whoſe Praiſe they've been ſo loud, 
Meer the Reſemblance only, and an empty Cloud. 


111. 


o the Br aux Esraairts. 


129 , 


| Cl. a. 


No; you did better fix your Aim, 
And to the Honour of your Name, 
At once atchieve a laſting Fame: 
When firft you did your Forces join, 
When firſt you did your mingled Luſtre wine, 
In that bright Or in which you ſhine, 
Ev'n Envy muſt allow, 
You merited Applauſe almoſt as much as now. 
When 'rwas your pleaſute to enrol 
In your fam'd Liſt ſome worthy Soul, 
Not with the Major, but the General voice, 
| You ſtill proceeded to the Choice ; 
| For whom one recommended, all che reſt 
A like Eſteem expreſt, 
And ſhot their friendly Souls into his Breaſt : 
Which proves the Body's Purity, 
From factious and from ſelfiſh Members free. 


, 
f 


No Triflers you did admit, 
Retaylers id the trade of Wit; 
No Farce-Companions, that with awkard meen 


Court every Punk they meet, and every where are ſeen. 
No 
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No ſordid ScribBlers, w hole unlicensd Rhimes:-'- 17 02 107 

Add to our growing Crimes, 1 2A 
And will, I fear, pluck down a Judgment on the Pine, 

This Fry.'was cord: To none nα 20M 

Was the great Favour own, 1 925m no 
But who brought equal Merit of their own. nal 

Such as were worthy; auc belie-d d- 1) 

The Honor worthy they recviv'# 9! Ti baA 
That loath'd the crying Follies of the Age, "7 10 294 219A 
And the led Scenes:of the declining Stige rn 260 D 

The Cowards calmaeſs, arid the Bully? rage, 7 l 
The Stateſmans Quibbles, and the Lawyers Wie, 

The Soldiers Braggs, and ehe Town-Strumpets ene 
The Fops gay dreſs tha ſets up for 4 Bene, ell aid * | 
With all chat think they're Wis, and ate not (6,0! 21421 nA 
Theſe were the Genii, theſe the Sou 
And. ſuch as theſe compdRe=thbphole:' aha 
3 J3il b v. 09 1 


= 1 , 
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Thus conſtituted,” yore bright Progreſs you begun, 
Aud tis a wotid'rous pace yave run: 
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For to that pitch of Glory y ate arriv'd, | 
As men of Senſe admire; © 
Yet you ſtop not, but (till aſpire, 
More honorable ſtill, as you grow longer-liv'd. 
You make it not your buſineſs to pry 
Into the dark-wrought ſnares of Policy, 
(Made intricate by juggling Elves, 
And is a Trap to catch thetiſel ves, 
Nee vex or wonder at thoſe Turns of Fate, 
That make ſo many Knaves and Coxicombs great; 
Does upſtart klbrows raiſe, _ - + 
Till they (like Meteors, ) blaze, 
And make the laviſh Poets anton in their Praiſe. 
This ſtyles em noble, and this juſt, 
And tells how well they have diſcharg'd their Truſt ; 
(Though they rais'd all their Seaxc 
By cheating of the Publick/ and the Pooe, 
As by Eſtates ſoon got ware ſure they muſt. 
Another does their Eloquence approve, 


As if their Tongues dropt ſrom above; 
And ſwear like Orpheus Harp they make the Foreſts /* 
(And yet, to him that nicely marks, (move; 


A Dog keeps more Coherence when he barks.) 


Thus 
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Thus do they flonriſh----but anon, 
The ſtorm of Fate comes on, 
They're prov'd falſe Metal, and they muſt be gone. 
And that which now appear'd ſo bright, 
Has in a moment loſt it's glaring Light; 
And all the reſt is long Oblivion, and eternal Night. 


\ 


Nor is your Time miſpent in Parchment Jar, 
The Helliſh Buſtle of the Bar, 

Where the loud prattling Tribe wage an eternal War; 
A War while there: high Words are raisd, 
Their Pedigree and Virtues blaz'd; 

That is the iſſue of a Firſt-rate Clown, 
And wore his Leathern Breeches up to Torrn : 

This is a Pimp to Cauſes, ſuch a Cheat, 

He'd pawn his Soul for a five ſhilling Treat. 

That has a Conſcience Steel d, and this a Face of Braſs, 

And He, that lools ſo gravely, is an Aſs. 

Yet when they next meet, they agree 

Who but dear Fack ? and Billy, who but He ? 

Conſult afreſh, to raiſe their Clients Sti ite 

And make it laſt as long o 1 ife + 
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And yet they know the Law was meant 
What's wrongful to redreſs, 

To free the Poor and Innocent, 

And make their ſufferings leſs. 


For Law were Heavenly, if 'twere rightly us d; 
But beſt things grow the worſt when they're abus d: 
That this is fo, is plain; 
For who e're was in Law, that had not Reaſon to complain? 
How could Grayt- Inn, or how the Temple riſe, 
uch pompous Plles, as'ev'n outbrave the Skies, 
Aud ſeem a Dwelling fit for Dieties,) 
If all the Caſh. which ſuch a Charge ſuſtain d, 
Had righteouſly been gain'd ? 
et em then. talk what they pleaſe, 
Banter, Bus,, and-lic for Fees, 
we ſee which way they draw; 
And ſafely may aflert 
(And all Unprejudic'd will take our patt, 
No man can be a thorow Knave if not well vers'd in Lew. 


VI. 


But as you ſhun, and hate 
Theſe Caterpillars of the State, 


A Pindarick Poem. 9 
That ravage on the Spring juſt as they pleaſe, 
And leave the barren after-Corp to other Sciences 3 
So you laugh too at thoſe 
(For they deſerve not Pity, but your Scorn,) 
That madly run into the dangerous Nooſe, 
And wilful Bondage before Freedom chuſe, 
Bondage ſo heavy to be born. 
uch Brutes ! They wou'd let all the Poor 
Rot and periſh at the door, 
E're they'd relieve em with a ſingle Mite 3 
Yet ſpend Eſtates-to propagate their Spire : 
Wou'd give a Million without gruech 
To Petifoggers, Rooks, and ſuch, 
Juſt for the dear delight to make another ſpend as much: 
Yet think not what Fate will at laſt befall, 
Or who ſtands waiting by to ſnap up all. 
At the Groom-Porters, ſo, 


Iv'e ſeen ſome Fops impatient for the Throw, 

Win their Three Hands and pay, 

And ſtill keep on their Play; 

Till between what is won and loſt, 
(Dame Fortune, like a Ball at Tennis, tolt,)) 
The Box has half the. Caſh eugtoſs t: 
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Still they puſh on, not mind the impendent ill ; 
The Purſe will empty, as the Box does fill. 
And ſo too have I read 
In living Lines, tho the fara'd Authors dead; 
The Frog and Monſe were once at mortal ſtrife, 
And each in equal hazard of his Lite ; 
The K yte who law the vain Conteſt, 
( And by the way, 
Theſe Tongue-Antagoniſts, like them, are Birds of Prey,) 
To give a warning to the reſt, 
And make their ſenſdlels fewd a Jeſt, 
Devours em both, ends the Diſpute - 
Dull Souls, whom ſuch Examples can t confure. 


* 8 4 


{a VII. 
Nor ſtop you here; The Velvet-Quack, 
That wears aLeaſhof Lizes upon his back, 
Feels your Reſentment like the reſt, 
For him alike diſguſt expreſt. 
Nor does his grave Diſguiſe, 
(Which he aſfe&ts.co make us think he's wile,) 
Preſecve him [rom-the Nt ron of a Cheat, 


That grows by purging and by poyſoning great. 


3 
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How negligent they are too well we ſee, 
And careful of our Lives what need they be, 
That both ways, live, or die, will have their Fee 2 
By Indirection thus they raiſe their Store, 
Keep their gay Laeguey, Coach, and I bore, 
And Fops of Quality can do no more. 
As for Religion, what they have, they feign, 
Tis not conſiſtent with their way of Gain, 
Twou d make em charitable Paths purſue, 
Which they that will be Rich can never do. 
Their Spawn, the Drag-compounder too, 
(Who, Leach-{ihe, cleave to the poor Patient cloſe, 
And ſuck their r Purſes fall ere they break looſe; ) 
VVith their damn'd; Tong, unconſcionable Sb 
Bring in as many Pounds as they deliver Pills. 
Thus Fools, with Villains wiltully complying, 
Are made to pay for dying; 
Nay ſome leave em large Legaties by Jill, | 
And « ev n in Death admire their Murderers Sk. | 


noi CI! te duc 
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Unhappy and prepoſterous Mun 
(For from thyſelf this Rain firſt began; 
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Of all created Things 
None are fo curſt as Thee / 
So curſt by their Simplicity! 
The feather'd and the four-foot kind, 
q VVithont thoſe helps we boaſt to find, 
Endure Heav'ns Wrath, exceſſive Heat and Cold, 
Yet grow, according to their. Natures, old: 
Nor are among themſelves at Striie, 
Now to abridge the little Span of Life ; 
VVhich of itſelf, alas! is quickly gone, 
And flies too faſt to be puſh d faſter on. 
But Man, vain Man, has made a thouſand. Keys, 
To open that one Lock, which ends his Days. 
Or if Sword, Fire, the Plague, and Tempeſts fail, 
They're not Quack-proof, He 1 certainly prevail. 
O for a VVeſtern VVind, that may 
To the Red Sea 
Theſe num'rous Locuſts bear, 
A greater Cuiſe than thoſe of Egypt were : 
They but a while brought Deſolation; (Nation. 
Aur theſe ate ſixt a ſtanding Plague to ſcourge the ſinſul 


IX. 


No leſs do you deſpiſe 
The dull Aftrologers groſs Abſuꝛdities, 
VVho through their Teleſcopes pore on the Skies, 
To Calculate Nativizies, 
And find out Fools and Womens Deſtinies : 
When ſuch a one may ſcape being Hang d or Drown d; 
When Spirits walk, where Treaſure may be found, 
At Peru, under Ground. 
When Comets do appear, 
With ſwinging Tails, and blazing Hair, 
To what part of the World they threaten Plague and War. 
What all our ſenſeleſs Dreams import, 
(Dreſt in a thouſand various Shapes, 
Centanrs, Chimera, Bulls and Apes, 
When Fancy is diſpoſed her Airyſbip to Sport. 
And thus, with their Twelve Houſes and their Schemes, 
Run into more Ridiculous Extreames, 
Than Poets, Fools and Madmen, in their Dreams : 


For how ſhould they tell Fortunes, when tis 0 
Cl y are ſo ignorant of their Own ? 
C Orc 
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Or dive into the Intrigues of France and Rome, 
That know not what one Hour will produce here at Fome? 
Can thoſe into Fates dark Receſſes ſee, 
And find out what is to be ? 
That ſhall forget, (to prove how far they "Ep 
What their own ſelves did Yeſterday ? 
To tell what is to come, how date they boaſt, 
That can't retrieve the ſlighteſt Image Memory has loſt ? 


X. 


In the ſame File with thoſe, you do 
The wow'd-be-Virtuoſe 's Place, 
Tho to ſpeak Truth, they don't deſerve the Grace. 
Who is it, that can fee | 
Their Mazazins of Trumpery 
And how prepoſteroully the're all employ'd, 
And not, at the firſt view, be coy'd ? 
Here one, that thinks he is ro Aſs, 
Has in his Magnitying-Glaſs 
Stuck up a Crab-Louſe, and does pry 
Upon't with ſuch a hecdful Eye, 
You'd think ſome horrid Prodigy, 
Or a new World were juſt upon Diſcovery ! 
Yet 


- A Pipdarick Pm. 15 
Yet all the while ſhall have no other Ah, 0 
Than juſt to ſee (as tis divulg d by Fame,) 
It it be like the Fiſh chat bears the Name 
Then into theis Extraction qhey enquire, 
And prove em Conſun-Germans, it not nigher. 
Another does to Montpellier repair 
To bring home bottled Air ; 
Extremely good to let lqgle here; 
A Pint enough to purify a Shire. 
A Third will ſend for J/, «ter from the Rhine, 
Only to make Compariſon between 
The Thames and That, which of the ewo's moſt light, 
Or which will freeze, the thickeſt in a Night. 
Others aver, the Mites in Cheeſe 
Live in a Monarchy like Bees ; 
Have Civil Laws and Magiſtrates, 
Their Riſe, their Periods and Faces, 
Like other Human Pow'rs and States : 
And by a ſtrange peculiar Act, 
Gan hear 'em Sneeze, Diſcourle and Fart. 
Thele Men by right (hould be Aftrologers, 
And hold Acquaintance with the Stars : 
Happy for doubting Man twou d be, 


For they that have ſuch Ears, what ist they may not ſee ? 
C 2 Would 
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Would ſerious Men that ſaw em labour thus, 
And waſte whole Years to be Ridiculous, 

Wou'd ſuch their Actions by right Reaſon ſcan, 
They'd find no other Brute fo dull as Man. 


* 


Nay ev'n Philoſophy is not exempt © 
From meriting Contempt: 

Tis true, its Excellenties are 

Above all other Learning far, 

That but a Glow-worm, this a Star: 
Yet tis not wholly priviledg'd fom Faules, 
And thoſe employ my prefent Thoughts. 
How many wild Opinions have took Birth 

From Man, that lampiſh Son of Earth? 

That blindly gropes on in the Dark, 

For alt their Works expreſs, 

The beſt of 'em but ſpeak by gueſs. 
No wonder they ſhoot wide, that cannot ſee the Mark. 
Here one, the firſt and wiſeft, did not know 
But that this mighty Frame was always as tis now, 
And did on it's own Power depend, 
As (clEexiſtent, and would never end. 
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Another (as if juſt wak'd from a Trance, 
And ſeen the Atome in their Antick Dance 
Theſe Aoms which Che fays,) all ſorts of Union paſt, 
Leap'd into Form, and made a World at laſt,) 
Aſſerts "twill periſh (as it came,) by chance. 
A Third, the Earth is fix'd, and all above, 
un, Moon, and Stars for ever round it move: 
Others, call this in doubt, 
And ſay, the Earth is whirl'd about; 
By a Finger and a Thumb at firſt ſet up, 
And ſpun ere ſince juſt like a School-boys Top ; 
While all the Heav'nly Orbs of Light 
Stand gazing on and wonder at the Sight ! 
Some that the Moon's a World, and add withall 
This Globe, on which we tread, this pondrous Ball, 
(A fine Task to diſculs,) 
I but a Moon to That, as That to us. 


XII. 


No leſs contradictory are all 
Their Notions of the Soul ; 
So hard, ſo difficulely ſolv d, 
And with ſo many wild Perplexities involv'd, 
The more we unravel, ware the leGs refolv'd : S0 
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So a benighted Traveller that ſtrays, A 
And comes to have, at once, his choice of many ways, 
(For what is Human Wiſdom but a Maze? } +47 
Stands reaſoning with himſelf, and doubtſull long. 
Chooſes, and wanders further in the wrong ; 
As dark, and as abſtruſe is what they ſay 
Of Mankind 's final good, 
As little underſtood : 
Here one does place it, and another there; 
And all the while, alas! they graſp but Air: 
For certain Happineſs we ne're can know, 
A Jewel "tis too glorious to be worn below. 
How ſenſcleſs, and how vain a thing is Mex / 
That with his little Span, (to Scan 
Pretcnds the Height, and Depth, and Breadch of Providence 
Attempts to graſp whole Nature in his hand, 
Whoſe {malleſt Part he neꝰre can underſtand ! 
From hence my Maſe with conſcious awe retires, 
And all She cannot comprehend, admires. 


XIII. 


Pardon me, generous Soali, T have digreſt too long; 
Vet this Digreſſion has not done you wrong: 
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For while I ſhew the Follies you deſpiſe, 
The Lions skins that you pluck off, and find 
What ſordid Creatures lurk behind; 
Cowards and Coxcombs, who in that diſpriſe, 
VVou'd be courageous thought, and wiſe ; 
VVhile this I cell, Unbyaſt Men will gueſs 
By the vain Paths you ſhun, 
In what a noble Track you run, 
And by the Vice you hate, the Virtues you poſſe 6. 
Your Virtues, which, by me, 
If you aſſiſt, ſhall be 
Deliver'd down to all Poſterity 
Here, therefore, 1 again your Aid require, 
That with freſh Spirit you'd the Muſe inſpire ; 
That while through airy untrac'd ways I fly, 
And nothing ſee but Sky, 
I to your merit may a worthy Tribute bring, 
And keep the rowring Pegaſus on wing, 
Till it has fixt your Name 
Among the happieſt Favorites of Fame: 
From her Records ne're to be ract, 
Till the loud Trumpers general blaſt, 
And Nature, Death, and Time, have breath d their laſt. 


XIV. 


XIV. 


Firſt, your Religion ſhall be ſhown ; 

"'Th6 Zealots may, perhaps, think you have none. 
All rain Diſputes you do avoid; 

'Diſputes, with which, of late, w'have been ſo cloy'd: 

But chiefly thoſe that tend 
This Faith t'oppoſe, ot That defend, 
For ſuch can never have an end : 

For while there wants a _— to decide 

The Right from VVrong, the Difference muſt abide. 

True, Scripture is ſufficient, and wou'd dot, 

But that, alas ! is mute ; 

And this will wreſt it one way, that another, 

And knowing this, why keep they ſuch a pother ? 
The Points in Queſtion, I'le not here 
Pretend to darken, or to clear, 

But leave em to the holy wrangliag Men, 

Such Jargon wou'd defile a Poets Pen: 


Yet this, without à Petſpactive, I ſce, 


Tucic Intereſt, Prejudice, and Pride, will neꝰre let em agtee; 
ech day the diffetence grows more wild, 
And all che Partics ate xcfoly'd not to be reconcil'd 
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Thus, to their everlaſting Shame, 
They fix a Scandal on the Chriſtian Name, 
And tarniſh the bright Luſtre of its (elſe unſpotted) Fame. 
Tu this that makes the Atbeift fiear and laugh, di 
And equally at all Religion ſcoff; 
For how, (they l ſay, } 
How can we chuſe but go aſtray, 
When ev'n our Guides themſelves take each a different 
And theſe damn thoſe without reprieve, (Way? 
For not believing what they cant believe? 


XV. 


But you, ITuſtrique Souls, ſee this, 
Sce all, and know that all's amiſ:, 
And very. wiſehy trace | 
The moderate Path, and keep the moderate Pace ; 
While violent Men, dar d in their raſh Carcee, 
Fall from their Aim, and meet the I!ls they fear. 
But Carrier-{ike, you cheerfully jogg on, 
vet not fo flow, to mire, 
Nor yet ſo faſt, to tire, 
And the Extreams of either fide you ſhun. 
And juſt as the kind Sun 


D ( That 
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( That cheers you white he ſhines, ) 
Has chang d the Shadows, and declines, 
Youl arrive ſafely at yous happy Inn, 
When others the long Jonrny but begin: 
Loſt and benighted, on they ſtray, 
And periſh in their Doubt, before tis Day. 
In ſhort, Faiths neceffary Rater are few, 
And you thoſe Rules purſue ; 
And a good Man has little elſe to do. 


XVI. 


Your Morals too with your Religion fir 
And both are 'ſuiredto'yonr"Wit : 


Your Wit, which does deferve immortal Praiſe, 
A VVreath of Stars inſtead of Bays; 
Your Mit, which can at once inſtruct and pleaſe, 
And give, unſelt, the vitious Patient caſe ; 
Diſcover his looſe:Deeds, and frartick Thoughts, | 
And laugh him to loathing of his Fau'ts. 
Your VVit, which, while y are talking, thoſe that hear 
Could wiſh they were all Ear; 
So eagerly they do each VVord devour ! 
So winning and ſurprizing is its Power ! 
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Not taken up on Truſt; ao placed Brat, 
But current Coin that every where will pals ; 
From painful Learning, and Experience drain d, 
And not without much Toyle and Study gain'd. 

No glaring Meteor, that makes us gaze, 

And ſpends itſelf all in a blaze; 
But, like the Sun, a laſting ſource of light, 
VVhich tho ic muſt decline, tis but to riſe more bright, 
Your VVit ! which never values Man the morg 

For VVealth and Power, | 

Or what his lewd Ambition does devour : 
His Pride, Vain-glory, and his awful Port, 

Thar meets fo mach ſervile regard at Court, 
I: juſtly damns, add makes a May-game ſport. 
No barren Jeſts, or Clinches ere from you rake Birth, 
Tis Mirth to You to ſee Fools make it Mirth. 


xv. 


V hen met, with grave Diſcourſe you firſt begin, 
Chaſt, Moral, Learn'd and V Vile, 
Such as all uſeful Knowledge does comprize, 
And ev'n from Kings might juſt Attention win. 
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24 othe Beaux Ess. 
Shew us how far w have been milled, ! 145M) 107 
Both by che Living and the Dead: 
Free us from Prejudice and Lies, 

Nonſenſe, Impoſſibilities, 
And VVolves in Sheeps diſguiſe, 

With all the ſnares Malice'and Zeal have laid, 

By bringing our own Reaſon to our Aid: 7 
Our Reaſou, till in danger try'd, | I 
And alyvays provd a faithful Guide : : [1.0 

Reaſon, the Polar Star, | 
T hat does diſcover Happineſs from far 1 
Straiten the crooked Path found by ſo ſeẽw w, 
Contract the Space, and ſet all Heav n in vie 
A Pilot that can through Life 's Ocean Steer, 
As ſafe in Storms, as if the Skies were clear: 
While thoſe who ſtupidly believe, | 

And pin their Faith upon a Zealot's Sleeve, 

Are ſtill with Doubts and killing Fears perplext, 

This hour of one perſuaſion, none the next : 

But Reaſon, dreſt in Adamantine Arms, 

Does end the (rightful Ca 
All ſubtle Shifts deſcry, 
With it's ſharp-ſighted Eagles Eye, 
Beſore whoſe pow'rſul Rays, the gloomy Phantoms fl, y. 
XVIIL. 


| 
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nil gti bod brifocm to 1wi; 17 AT 
221 VI * yo XVILL -* 7 
160A 1d beo: Amel 17.4 
VVhile tus you bold Dices the-Gobbler's wown'd, 
And twice or chin dats nun, nifve arottld : ” L 
Care, clit diſturber i our Reſt, v. 1 
{That gu babichalitdche BegaeZ Niu ol: mm bo 
And hardly ever leaves what it has once poſſeſt; 
Ey'n that curſt Fiend at ſuch à Time takes wing, 


You hardly think there's ſuch a thing. 

Yer nothing) Tnpibus vr profine;} ewonorl 1617 
esd, Ridiculow, or Vain; 1 8 
r tat gh ＋ 

Vvere they m chaſter thah they ate + | 2 7 


VVith Ton Miuthis clomh'drinic” toe Oemuino Gren 
Not ke an Aß, an Owl, or Ape, 
But in the ſame Garb it deb ooo 
There 's as much differencs betwevn Mitch as Men 
And now you envy not cv'n Kings themſelbes, 
Nor all che under Fry. of Courtiyii ego: 1 12d) 1.9 
Who, like the Moen; «their bortewüd A 
And Tradeſmen ate the Suns that make "em glittet Ib. 
The Troubles off Mottalny you views; 2 1D 7 
( Thoſe num ous, and it's Bleſſings few, ) 
21 The 
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The Evil chat ore mankind brooding fits, 
That fattens Fools, and Rarves the Wirs : 
What Fears and Jealouſies are broach'd by Knaves, 


Bellie d by Cowards, and by Slaves ; voy wh vil 


And ſince trud Plexſure flies, aud will aor „ * nf 
You this way take a Draught withowe Aly 
And e 6 PR ren 
D Wing nh 
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What Honours chen, you-mighty Fe 
Oughr here to be conferr'd on Vo (lodge too? 
That make Liſe pleaſant, ond improve youtſcloesſa kyow. / 
What Trophies.49 your Fame muſt weere@?: + /'/ 
And, O, ha Venda vy we rice expett, | / 
* diſtant now, brought-howme wich ui, 
By Men ſq qalibed ee 
That, evVn M yout ſitſt ſettiug out, can be 


So warthy of 4 Hiſtory / | 
But that I know un ſcorn to raile ( +1. 
A Menemeſt | your own praiſe, | 1, {// 

J ſhaifld preſume to ask 5 


Some One of you g undertake thar Tack z 
( * i TIT { - =. 4 L k 
For 


I! - 
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1 where ate! 8 can there be found. 
A Sprat, your Grandeur to reſound } "I 
VVhere elſe a Cowley, in his Lofry Verſe, 
You Glory to rehearſe, 1 BW 
And to che Heav'nly Asch make the Jaad Fade bound? 
Your Glory, whieh, like the fixt Star, wou'd ſhine, 
And as be 
To all that want ne, as he, 
Had this great dubject een adora d by any ue, but Mine. 


BB d M44 4.4 


A — 


N 2 Ts _ 


» 7 


an 

ONT 1 7 42.1072 
» Flutter, | : 
$26. / 


. Sir * 
— & Fletchers _ tm: 
Shakeſpear's Plays. 2011 

t. William — 

Earlef Orrery's 4 

Sir Rob. Howard's 4 Plays. 

\'r. Cowley's Poems. 

Earl of Orrery's Poems on the 
Feſtiwals of the Church. 

Mr. K/D:grew's Plays. 

Mrs. Phils — and Plays. 


In Quarto. 
Mr. Dryaen's Plays in 2 vol. viz. 
indian — 
Royal Martyr 
Mock-Aftr oger. 
Can 2 parts. 


s Plays. . * 


dir Martin A. Empreſs. 
Marriage A-la-Mode. The Mayor of S=cenborough. 
Lr ina Nunnery. ________ _ The Womans Conqueſt. 
All tor Love. 2 1 
Maiden - Queen. ir Francis e. 
Wild Gallant. Peless and Theis. | 
— 11 Portry in Octavo. 7 | 
endet, alte im \/ Brooks Remains. 
— 1.44 * Sit Robert Howard's Poems. 
Aurenge Trübe. Mr. Howard's Britiſh Princeſs. | 
state of Innocence. Eſq; Arres Lyric Poems, — 
Of Pramatick Pocſie, an Eſſay. ranſlations out of ſev 
— — uthors. 
By Nr. Witcherh, Sir Tohn Sacklin's Poems. | 

Love in a Wood. Sir John Denbam's Poems. | 
Centleman Dancing-Vaſter. Sir Richard Fanſb 's Paſtor Fido. } 

By Sir Gore Etheridge. Mr. Waller's Poems. 
She Wou'd if She Cou'd. Dr. Donxn's Poems. 


